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Birthday Gift for the Birthday Boy 


by Cirlufe 


Summary 


A door creak makes Joker lose his focus, and soon he yelps a quick “Ah!” the moment his 
back meets the coldness of the locker’s side, and his eyes meet Mike in front of him. 


There is almost no space between them as Mike closes the door, the bare light from the moon 


passes through the ventilation louvers and illuminates Mike's mischievous eyes, a silent 
warning that Joker fell on his trap with, quite literally, no escape. 


[ Happy Birthday, Joker! | 
Notes 


Stares at the horizon. I speedran this piece for Weepy's birthday and ended up finishing it 
before it's 04/08 for me wow. 


Have fun and happy birthday to one of my fav gingers ever 


Joker can barely recall many things about himself before he became part of the circus. Things 
such as his own name were lost with time, his parents face but a mere blur in his head, what 
was like to not be laughed over even breathing wrong is a long forgotten past. 


But he recalls a thing — a rather silly thing that is — and it's a date Morton insists on making 
him remember every year for the sake of... Who could know? Maybe it was a cheap excuse 
for the blonde to sneak away some ingredients from the cookhouse tent, using a beautiful 
smile to charm away the cook to not rat him out to Bernard. In Mike's words “Bernard won't 
be bothered if he won't discover a couple of eggs were used for something else but the 
pancakes and bread.” 


Would it be considered selfish to eventually look forward to Mike's yearly cake plan? A bit, 
Joker thinks so, but still he thinks of it the closer august fourth arrives. It almost makes him 
feel unique, even if for a temporary moment. The laugh he receives when he blows away a 
single candle for once isn't the fruit of mockery, but rather of genuineness from both Mike 
and Murro. 


Joker is in delight for the little plan Mike does, but not surprised anymore. So, when an 
excited Mike Morton appears by midnight and holds him by the wrist with a smile and a 
quickened “Follow me!” Joker obeys with no hesitation. 


Until his guts warn him something is different. 


Murro isn't around once Mike stops by the back of a tent, nor is his bear — actually, no one is 
there but them. It's expected, they wouldn't want to be caught by Bernard. All the scolding 
would go to Joker, even if it's something Mike can't understand yet. 


“Mike?” 


“You have no clue how hard it is to find a place where no one is around! Even during the 
night, it seems old Berry takes these tabacos the most when night falls, Linda decided tonight 
would be the perfect time to practice acrobacies in the main tent, and I don't even want to say 
what Sergei is doing with that new dancer in his place,” Mike does an engrossed grimace. 
Bad timing to pass by the entrance. “Alas, I figured out no one would come to the storage by 
now!” 


“You... You didn't need to put so much effort in looking for a place,” Joker says, but there's a 
small smile on his lips. He can't deny it to himself, he appreciates the effort. “We could've 
just stayed behind the cookhouse like last year. Perry only starts cooking by four.” 


“That was my initial plan,” he shrugged. “But it didn't fit my current plan.” 
“Current plan?” 
“There's an unused locker behind the storage tent. That's my current plan, and your gift.” 


Joker frowns, genuinely confused. “A locker is my gift?” 


Mike answers him with a smirk. 


It didn't take much for them to arrive at the location Mike spoke of. The tent is dark inside, 
but Mike gives Joker no time to take a look as he is dragged down to the back of it — until he 
finds himself pinned against the old locker, eyes wide in surprise at the pair of the sweetest 
lips Joker has ever tasted in his life. Or, well, the only pair he has ever tasted. 


Not that Mike ever cared about the clown's lack of experience, for his own experiences were 
equally low, and no past mattered as he kissed the man with a hand on his cheek and another 
busy opening the locker behind them. 


A door creak makes Joker lose his focus, and soon he yelps a quick “4h!” the moment his 
back meets the coldness of the locker’s side, and his eyes meet Mike in front of him. 


There is almost no space between them as Mike closes the door, the bare light from the moon 
passes through the ventilation louvers and illuminates Mike's mischievous eyes, a silent 
warning that Joker fell on his trap with, quite literally, no escape. 


“M-Mike—?!” 


“Why, yes, that's my name,” the Acrobat jokes with a smile. His hand travels forward to the 

ginger's scarf, caressing down his black gilet vest and down through his shirt. The bare light 
is more than enough to uncover the little reddish tone present on the man's cheeks, and Mike 
relishes it with gusto. “Always a pleasure to know you remember my name.” 


Joker gulps, but doesn't stop the blonde. He would never stop him, much less with the heat he 
starts to feel and prefers to blame the tight space rather than his arousal for so little. It's not 
the first time Mike becomes the source of his heat and he hopes it's not the last. “The gift you 
talked about—” 


“T'm about to give it to you,” Mike's smile almost looks innocent, in comparison to the 
unholy things his hands are about to do as he unbuckles the man's pants. A shaky breath 
leaves Joker’s lips. “Be a little patient, birthday boy. I promise the gift will be of your 
enjoyment! Have I ever disappointed you with my shows?” He teasingly strokes the outline 
of the man's cock through his underwear. "Don't you trust me to please you?” 


Instead of a verbal reply, Mike receives a whining once his hand reaches down to free his 
erection. Joker bites his lower lip and closes his eyes, hands firmly glued to the locker's wall 
behind him. He has no place to hide his face away from those sapphire blue eyes. 


A shameful moan escapes the deformed lips as Mike keeps the stroking pace, the outside 
world ceases to exist the more Mike takes the lead in becoming all Joker needs to know 
about. The hand on his cock, the finger pulling down his scarf, the lips attacking his neck, all 
Joker can do is buck his hips forward looking for more and moan at the growing feeling 
down to his groin. 


“M-Mike,” he calls for the blonde's name blindly, and Mike thumbs over his crown in 
response. 


“Yes?” The Acrobat asks innocently. 


“Let me—” Joker sighs pleasantly. It feels good, it really does, and he has the need to feel 
more of that as his hips try to move at Mike's pace. Teeth ghost over his collarbone, and a 
light bite is enough to gain a louder moan from him. If only that place had more space so he 
could have Mike in other ways. 


Oh, well. He could think about it later. 

“Wait,” Joker pants, but Mike has no mercy with his teeth nor hand. “I want you—” 
“IT know you do,” Mike replies with a smile against the man's skin. 

“No, I— Yes! I want you, yes, but I want you to— Mike, slow down, please—”’ 


Hell if Mike hears his pleading. It's Joker who forces him to stop by grabbing his working 
wrist to stay still. Mike gives him a look. “What?” He asks, and for a moment all Joker can 
do is pant while using the remaining braincells he has active. 


His fingers are not as skillful, or at least he takes his own hand much less arousing to himself 
than Mike's, but he still moves forward to undo Mike's buttons and take a bite on something 
more. It's his birthday, isn't it? He has his rights to be a little greedy. He doesn't look up to 
notice the way Mike blinks in surprise, but kisses the man's cheek with contrasting tenderness 
to the way his collarbone was bitten seconds prior. 


A kiss, another, and it's Mike who lets out a soft gasp once his erection receives freedom. 
Joker is not surprised the man was, too, hard, but he still finds pleasure in the fact Mike could 
get hard just by pleasing him. Some precum wets Joker's hand already, and that's an 
achievement he is weirdly excited about as he works his way through Mike's length. 


“Joker, ah—” Mike sighs, rests a hand on the ginger's shoulder, and goes back to work with 
the hand around the man's cock. “You're so naughty,” Mike chuckles through a moan. He is 
as innocent as a saint in the little confectionary he is in. “Good thing I enjoy, ah, when you 
get like this.” 


“Good,” Joker repeats, nods, precum wets Mike's hand further, and he feels the blonde's 
fingers tightening on his shoulder. “It feels good, your hand— Your hand is good, Mike...!” 
He whimpers the man's name, unconsciously Increasing the rhythm of his stroking on the 
blonde's erection. 


“You're gonna make me cum so quickly,” Mike's complaint is lightheartedly, for he has no 
real complaint in feeling so much pleasure from his clown. Much better than watching him 
steal looks at that new girl lately. “Keep going, ah, Joker!” 


Was the whole locker thing an excuse to get a grip of him back? Maybe, but Joker didn't need 
to know it. It is his birthday, it is his gift, it is his reminder that Mike could make him feel 
really good, and that 1s all that matters. 


Both hands work fast on their lengths with lust, eager for more, eager to please each other 
with all they can offer. Their breaths mix together, Mike watching the man's expression while 
Joker has no courage to look up. He watches their erections touching each other, essences 
mixing, until he can't take it anymore. 


Joker leans his head against Mike's shoulder, trying to dodge the man's gaze as he comes in 
Mike's hand. It dirts Mike's hand, the multicolored outfit, and earns a muffled, choked moan 
out of his tongue. He gives Mike's erection an accidental squeeze, to which the blonde 
whimpers in both pleasure and pain. 


“S-Sorry,” Joker muffles an apologizes. Good, so good, his head is dizzy spinning with the 
climax, yet he tries to focus and hurriedly moves his hand to stroke Mike until it's the 
Acrobat's turn to come. The white dirt on his hand is a fair exchange for what he caused on 
the blonde's outfit. 


They stay still in the aftermath of their climax, pleasing themselves in the comfort of each 
other's softened breath. A good beginning of a birthday that is. 


“Birthday, buddy,” Mike is the first one to cut their comfortable silence, side eyeing the 
cascade of red resting on his shoulder. He still can't wait to give Joker his cake later. 


“Can I—” Joker gulps. He doesn't dare to look Mike in the eyes as he speaks. “Can we... Can 
we continue, outside this place?” He murmurs a low “please” against the blonde's shoulder. 


Ah. What a nice request! So pliant, so docile. Mike can't help the smile on his lips to grow, 
caressing the man's red strands with care. “Anything for the birthday boy!” 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


